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EDWARD AND ISABEL. 
(From ike Gerwum of ^tffd.) 



*Y josETB Straw. 



In Allobro^ jwfeUii^ 

Ofl shot aweet Isabel, 
With shaiU as surely telling 

As those of WiUiam Tell; 
Young, &ire8t of the iaSr, she 

Lore coldly kept apart, 
'Twas hinted iar aact nrau-, she 

Had a cold hard heart 

From the Ceveimes did journey 

A loti^t, Edward his name. 
Of her, at some high toomey, 

Enamoored he became ; 
By day and night unfailing 

His loTC he made appear,. 
In vain ! to all bis wsulmg 

She turned a heedless ear. 

Bi%ht paroquets he brought her, 

Ta'en in far Traperund 
In Savoy too he sought her 

The noblest dogs around, 
A curious colt he sent hn'. 

With flowing tail and mane. 
Yet all his love not bent her. 

She spumed him with disdain. 

Once from the tilt-yard gjeawing. 

She sought the cool grove's shade : 
With tears his sad eyes streaming. 

He grasped her hand and. said,. 
" Ah, wilt, thon thus my smart see? 

With scorn my love repay 7" 
But with a steely heart she 

In silence turned away. 

« Farewell !" with sighs he's saying, 

" Thou'lt one day rue thy scorn, 
« When from thy sWit Tm staying, 

« While thou art left forlorn," — 
At this she's only sneering. 

But. Edward sorely vexed. 
To some dark den's careering. 

To weep. Well, what comes next 7 



Once <m her dapAled steed she 

Was hunting U the Wood, 
When sudden, scarcely heeds she, 

A savage bear and rude 
Upon her spring*': she hasten! 

To fix an arrow fWie, 
Which in his heart she fastens 

As swift as swift might be. 

Quick as that dart, she hntied 

To view that monster dead. 
But Edward finds she buried 

In bears' bide for bis bed ; 
His eyes death's dusk was veiling. 

His mouth may move no more. 
Ah ! now her every feiSn^ 

Rose dark her sonl befiin. 

With fearAil pongs, heart-breaking. 

That cold corse looks she on. 
In her white arms she's taking 

Each stiff Hmb — life is gone \ 
She shrieks, she groans in sorrow. 

Her hmr dishevelled flies. 
Springs on her steed like arrow. 

And death-pale homeward flies. 

Her head and feet now baring, 

The priests she thither leads. 
With siurpliced robes they're neariag 

And banner, cross and beads> 
With pealm and small bell sweetly 

To earth that corse they gave, 
A rude cell built they featly 

Where she henceforth might live. 

And now this cruel fair one 

To earth her &rewen gave, 
Dropped every day a tear on 

Her lover's Itmely grave ; 
And ere twelve weeks are over 

By sorrow keen consumed. 
In the dust that hides her lover. 

Her £dwar^ she's emtomBei 



Cork, June 1890. 



